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Blood Is Not Enough 


Author's Notes: 
Short fic, like 400 words. This is my first story I'm posting here! | hope you enjoy 


Lights danced from the spinning disco ball hung from the ceiling. Rainbow fragments scattered across the room 
in a pattern, covering the two men on the bed. The top lights were off, and the only other illumination was 
coming from the orange streetlight shining through the window. Curtains half rose, lines of light from outside 
painted the men's faces in a golden hue. 


Josh, on the right, and Dave, on the left of the king sized bed. Bedsheets were strewn over the two, both only 
wearing shorts that teasingly covered their thighs and pelvic region. Josh chuckled, watching the lights dance 
on the ceiling. Dave passed him another blunt, delicately wrapped with his own fingers. The red head took it, 
but not before locking eyes with the younger male. 


"Are you happy?" Josh asked Dave, as he balanced himself on one elbow. Dave didn't reply, just smiled shyly at 
the man. 


"Crazy how far we've come." He chuckled, taking a hit of the blunt. "I mean, just us two as kids, dreaming of 


being on a big stage. Now look, we're famous and rich. Well, almost rich | suppose." 
Dave simply watched Josh inhale the fumes of the cannabis, then exhale a cloud of smoke into the air. 


"And we're still so young too. We've got a whole ‘nother decade of touring!" Josh humored, raising his blunt 


into the air. "You want a hit?" He asked, holding the blunt in front of the younger. 


"I think you've had enough." Dave spoke, then smiled as he put the ash out on the bedsheets, which were 
already riddled with cigarette holes. Josh then nodded, agreeing with Dave. He then grasped ahold of Dave, 
hugging him like he's never gonna see him again The younger didn't hug back, yet he did whisper into Josh's 


ear. 


"Love you." He spoke, as Josh rubbed the tears from his eyes, blinking them a few times only to open them 
again, and Dave was gone. The red head only hugged his body pillow tighter, grasping for the man who had 
passed only days earlier. 


"Goodnight." 


